THE FLOOD

JL HE  GREAT   WAVES   OF  THE   FAR  ATLANTIC,   RISING  FROM  THE
surface of unusual spring tides, were drawn, during the first
two weeks of that particular March, by a moon more magnetic
and potent as she approached her luminous rondure than any
moon that had been seen on that coast for many a long year.
Up the sands and shoals and mudflats, up the inlets and estu-
aries and backwaters of that channel-shore raced steadily, higher
and higher as day followed day, these irresistible hosts of invad-
ing waters. Across the far-stretching flats of Bridgewater Bay
these moon-drawn death-bringers gathered, stealing, shoaling,
rippling, tossing, waves and ground-swells together, cresting bil-
lows and unruffled curves of slippery water, rolling in with a
volume that increased its momentum with every tide that ad-
vanced, till it covered sand-wastes and sand-dunes, grassy shelves
and sea-banks, that had not felt the sea for centuries. Out of
the misty western horizon they came, rocking, heaving, rising,
sinking, and beneath them were shoals of unusual fish and above
them were flocks of unusual gulls. There was a1 strange colour
upon them, too, these far-travelled deep-sea waves, and a strange
smell rose up from them, a smell that came from the far-off
mid-Atlantic for many days. They were like the death mounds
of some huge wasteful battlefield carried along by ar> earthquake
and tossed up into millions of hill summits and dragged down
into millions of valley hollows as the whole earth heaved. They
were not churned into flying spray, these swelling spring tides;
they were not lashed into tossing spindrift. Each one of them
rolled forward, over the sand and the mud, converting these
expanses from a familiar tract of yellow-grey silence into a vast
plain of hununings and murmurings that went on all night.
Wide, wet reaches of sand, over which for years fishermen had
walked in the dawn with wavering lanterns and whispering
voices, and where decrepit posts, eaten by centuries of sea-worms
and hung with festoons of grass-green seaweed, leaned to the left
or leaned to the right, as change willed it, were now changed